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My Barber the MILF

I was mowing the lawn of our split level suburban home when I spotted Kay Lindsey walking up the street.  She was wearing one of her signature mini-skirts and my view of her long tanned thighs improved with each stride as she approached.  God what a package.  A real cock throbber and my dick was doing just that.  I gave is quick rub and hoped the neighbors didn’t see.  It did not help.

Kay was a breath taking blond with curves in all the right places.  Our subdivision was filled with young moms with tight asses and bouncy tits, any one of them would make a guy tight in the pants.  I ought to know, I had whipped it to more than half of them.  But Kay was special.  She put all the rest too shame, but she did not seem to know it.

Shy and reclusive, Kay kept pretty much to herself.  My mom seemed to be her only real friend.  Kay loved her short skirts, but other than that she did not flaunt her body.  It was hard to hide her generous breasts, but she seldom showed any cleavage and she knew how to move and act like a lady.  In the nine years that I had known her, despite numerous visits to our house and us to hers, I had never even glimpsed a bra covered breast or got a peek at her panties.  That of course did not stop me from furiously whacking off to her more than a thousand times over the years.

Kay was my first crush.  I met her shortly after we moved to the suburbs. I was eleven and just learning what hormones could do to a young boy.  She was twenty-two and newly married.  Kay was obviously in love with her new husband and I was in love, or at least, lust with her.   I could not think of her without getting hard and being around her was pure torture, but I was drawn to her like a moth to a flame.

Our subdivision, like most, was laid out by money.  The homes along the creek at the bottom of the hill, were the cheapies.  The size and cost of the homes progressed with the height of the hill.  We were half way up the hill and our house was twice as big as Kay’s cracker box and the homes further up were twice as large as ours.  There was also more than a little social striation.  We had some interaction with the people at the bottom of the hill and somewhat more with the people further up the hill, but the top of the hill hardly ever mingled with the bottom group.

Money was tight for Kay and her husband, so she opened a one girl hair salon in her basement.  My mom was her first customer and thereafter, Kay was my barber until I left for college.  Being that close to Kay was physically painful.  Feeling her touch, smelling her, having her long blond hair brush my arm or sometimes my lap when she bent over to inspect her work would all make my dick twitch.  I thought about rubbing myself under the barber’s apron she wrapped around me, but I was terrified of getting caught.  I did stroke it a few times when she turned around to switch scissors and stuff, but that was only on really bad days.

A few years later I baby sat for her kids and of course went through every drawer and closet crook and cranny in her house.  What a dull sex life!  Aside from one pair of silk French lace panties, her undergarments lacked any flair.  Even her lingerie was dull.  Cotton, not lace. Opaque, not sheer.  No hand cuffs, no vibrators, no dirty pictures, no lubricants, no nothing.  If Kay was getting fucked it was the old fashion way.  I was really bummed, but it did not deter my right hand.  I continued to pretend it was Kay’s sweet honey pot, onetime right there on her own bed, surrounded by her smells.

Kay was getting much closer, each stride of those incredible legs made my cock bigger.  

“Hi Jim, back from school” she waived as she turned up our drive way.

“Hi Mrs. Lindsey, yeah home for the summer” I called.

She stopped at the porch and shielded her eyes from the sun by making a visor out of her hand.  Her movement accentuated her breasts and made them press against her shirt buttons.  My cock was doing the same thing to my jean shorts.  

“Don’t you think it is about time you called me Kay” she declared.

“I’m sorry.  Yes. Hi Kay, nice to see you” I replied.

“Nice to see you too” she answered.  She stood there a moment watching me.  Much longer than the social niceties required.  I was shirtless and the sweat was pouring off my muscles.  I have always had a good phyque and it had been augmented by the universities weight lifting program for football players.  At six foot two and two hundred and ten pounds, I was in pretty good shape and Kay actually seemed to be enjoying the view.

“Great to have you back” she called as she turned and went into our house.

Did she check me out?  Was I imagining that?  She did.  She fucking checked me out.  God my cock was raging.

Mom had said that Kay and her husband were having some problems and he had moved out.  There seemed to be another woman involved, but that was speculation.  I did not understand that one.  The woman would have to be incredible to make a guy leave Kay’s bed.  But Kay was pretty straight laced.  Maybe he just wanted some adventure.  I was a great fan of adventure. 

I was dying to hear the conversation between mom and Kay.  I had overheard quite a few. Most of the time they were pretty dull, but a couple of times when they lowered their voices they got really juicy. Once it was about my mom’s and dad’s sex life and I could never get that one out of my head.  It would replay when I looked at my dad.  He would be giving me one of life’s secrets and I would be thinking about him blowing off early.  Fuck, was that bad!  

A couple of other times they whispered about Kay’s sex life, or lack of it.  What a shame.  A hot body like hers and no takers.  Her husband had a few hang-ups and thought oral was nasty.  Could it be that Kay’s sweet little snatch was a tongue virgin?  Had she even ever sucked a cock?  Those are the kinds of questions that can make a guy go off the rails a little.

I left the motor on the mower running so they would both think I was still outside and sneaked in the back and came up through the basement.  They were sitting at the kitchen table and I was standing on the landing, less than fifteen feet way.  Boy did I hit the jackpot.

“I am so sexually frustrated” exclaimed Kay.  “I am climbing the walls.  Rob called the other night.  I knew all he wanted was a quick piece.”

“and? “my mom asked.

“I wanted it so bad I almost gave in. But I said no.  Fuck him” she exclaimed.  “He wasn’t that good anyway.  How can I say that?  He is the only man I have ever been to bed with.  But from what I hear from others, I drew a real dud.”

“You are a beautiful woman.  You put us all to shame.  Slide those sexy legs into one of your short skirts, go to a bar and get yourself properly laid” mom suggested.  

Wow, mom is pretty cool! I thought.

“As much as I need it, I just can’t bring myself to do that” exclaimed Kay.  “I am so horny I even eyed your son just now.  Please forgive me” she laughed.

“Do you want me to send him down?  He needs a haircut” mom asked.

“Lord no!” Kay responded, her voice rising.  “I couldn’t.  I just couldn’t.  But he is gorgeous.” She giggled.

“He has grown up nicely” mom said.   “Emphasis on grown up.  He’s a grown man and not a virgin.  You kids are young. Have some fun.  It would be good for both of you.  He has had a crush on you sense the day you moved in.”

Thanks a bunch mom, I froze in the hallway.

“Did he tell you that?”  Kay asked.

“Of course not” mom answered. “But I am his mom and I can tell.  Besides that, the cum stains on his sheets vouch for it.”

Jesus mom, I wanted to slink and hide.

“Oh God” Kay exclaimed.  “You did not have to tell me that.”

“You have two boys; your turn is coming” declared mom.

“I have to get back” said Kay.

“If you change your mind, just call me” mom said.  “I bet he gets to your house faster than he gets across that football field.”

Kay laughed.  “You are so outrageous.  See you later.”

Kay was up from the chair before I had much time to react. No way I could make it back to the mower, so I opened the front door and shut it like I had just entered.  “Can I get a drink” I shouted.

“You left the mower running” mom exclaimed.

“It’s getting hard to start” I said “I am going right back out.

Kay came down the stairs, her perfect thighs flexed wonderfully with each step.  We were close together in the small entry way.  I could smell her and I figured she could smell my sweaty body.  Our hands touched as we both reached for the door.  She pulled her hand away quickly.  I held the door for her.  We were very close.

“Nice to have you home,” Kay said. Her eyes lingered on my body, wandering between my chest and abs.  God was I glad she did not glance at my crotch.

“You still doing haircuts?” I asked.  “I really need one.”

Her eyes darted quickly up to my mom and she started to blush. “Come by in the morning, around nine, if that’s ok?” she declared.

“That’s great” I replied.

Kay left and I went back to my mower and watched her ass swing for several houses.  I felt a tap on my shoulder and my mom had a glass of ice water.

“You forgot your drink” she said, giving me one of her knowing looks.

…………………………………..

The next morning, I showered and carefully shaved and made myself as alluring as possible. I even rubbed Old Spice in my groin hair.  I put on my tightest t-shirt and a pair of jean shorts without underwear.  I figured no balls, no blue chips.  Then I presented myself at Kay’s front door.

“Hi Jim” Fuck she had a nice smiled.

She ushered me in and I followed her down the stairs.  Other than the short skirt, she was dressed as conservatively as always.  I watched her ass wiggle and those long legs pump until we reached her barber’s chair.

She threw a barber’s apron over me to catch the hair and put on a wrap of her own.  I hated those wraps, they always hid her tits and left no cleavage when she bent over.

“I see you are wearing your hair a little different; I can work with that” she exclaimed.

It was silent for a while as she worked.  A really awkward silence.  We usually chatted like school kids.  Over the years she had become a friend as well as a sexual obsession.  I decide I better break the silence.

“Did you see the bowl game” I asked.

“God yes.  You were wonderful.  You snatched that ball right out of the air and ran sixty yards for a touchdown” she declared.  “I was jumping up and down and yelling at the TV.”

“It was a real rush” pun intended I said.

She put a hand on my shoulder.  Her palm was warm and it sent tingles coursing through my whole body. “I bet the girls were all over you after that one” she said.  Then withdrew her hand quickly as if she had said the wrong thing.

“I don’t lead the swinging life that some of the other players do.” I said. 

“Don’t tell me you have been celibate off at the college” she teased.  I saw her face redden a little in the mirror.  Not having to look me in the eye was making her braver.  Her questions more personal.

“Don’t get me wrong, I don’t sit home on Friday nights.  But I am not really into casual encounters.  They can be fun, but I prefer to know and like my lovers.”   I announced.

“Some of the guys have a new partner every day, they call it ’sport fucking’.  Excuse my language, but that is what it is.  I guess everyone needs that once in a while.”

“So I have heard” she said almost under her breath.

“I prefer a steady lover whose company I enjoy. You can get to know each other’s bodies and take the time to learn what pleases your partner the most.”

“Wow.  You are making me hot.  Where were you when I was in school” she asked. “Oh God, I should not have said that.  I am sorry Jim; I have known you since you were a child.”

“I am not a kid anymore” I suggested.

“God don’t I know it” she declared, her voice strained.

She spun me around and stood behind me.  “All done” she declared.  “What do you think?”

She had a hand on my shoulder again and I put my hand over hers.  “Looks great” I answered, rubbing her hand with more than friendly pressure.  She waited a moment and withdrew her hand.

I got out of the chair and followed her up the stairs.  Her ass was at eye level as she mounted the steps in front of me and the skirt was short enough for me to look further between her legs.  I did not see her panties, but I had to be close.

In the kitchen I pulled off my shirt.  She turned wide eyed.

“What are you doing” she asked.  Some distress in her voice.

“Mom said to mow your lawn while I was here” I said.

“Oh Yeah.  I forgot.  I thought you were ….” her voice trailed off, she was bright red and in considerable emotional distress.  I wondered if her pussy was as warm as her face.

“Were what?” I asked. Her eyes were eating up my chest and abs.  She was avoiding eye contact, but she was visually devouring the rest of me.

“Nothing” she was blushing even deeper, but still looking.  

“That’s called eye fucking” I said.

“What?” she asked, confusion in her voice.

“What you’re doing.  That’s called eye fucking.” I answered.

Her face turned bright red.  “Oh God” she exclaimed.

I reached out and put my hands on either side of her waist.

“It’s OK” I said.  “I don’t mind.  I’m sorry I said it.”

She was close to me, only inches away.

“Your arms have gotten so huge” she said, reaching out to touch one.   She rubbed her soft hand over my biceps and around to the triceps. She made plenty of palm contact and it radiated heat.  “Jesus” she said.

“Kay, can I tell you something?  Something private” I asked.  

“Maybe you shouldn’t” she said, but both of her hands were now exploring my muscles.

I slid my arms further around her, pulling her closer and looked down into her incredible blue eyes.  They were unsure, hesitant, needy.

“You have an amazing waist” I said. “There is hardly anything to you.”

“We shouldn’t do this” she said.

“Do what?” I asked.

She put her hands on my chest to push me away, but her shove was less than a wisp in the wind.  Her palms were flat against my chest and they began to explore, ever so slightly and ever so gently.”

“You were my first crush” I said.  “My mother was right”.

“Oh God!  You heard that conversation.  Somehow I knew you did” she said.

“The first time I came I was thinking of you!” I declared.

“Oh Fuck!  I should not be hearing this” she complained.

“I have never heard you use the ‘F’ word.  It excites me” I said.

“Shit!” she replied.  “I can’t let this happen.”

“I have wanted you for a longtime.  I am not just some college kid looking to get laid.  I want to make love to you.  Learn what excites you and then do it for you over and over and over again.” I declared.

“Oh God.  I really did not want to know that.  That would be wonderful, but…” She did not finish the sentence because I pulled her to me.  Our crotches were touching now; she could feel my dick hard against her groin area.

“Just kiss me once. To see if were are compatible” I pleaded.

“I know we are fucking compatible.  That is the problem” she blurted.

She smiled and giggle and lay her head on my chest.  We just held each other for a moment.  Her hands roamed over my bare back and arms and stomach.  I kept our crotches tightly pressed together, but I dropped my hands to her ass and cupped both cheeks.

She looked up into my face.  Her eyes were soft, willing, but frightened.  “You are going to fuck me aren’t you?”  It was not exactly a question.  More of an admission, that events had moved beyond her ability to control them.

“No Kay. I am going to make love to you.  After we get to know each other sexually, I will fuck you if you want.”

Just be gentle Jim” she moaned against my chest.  I am a lot older, but I think you are much more experienced.”

I could not wait any longer, I kissed her softly, but passionately.  Her mouth was pure honey and my tongue went in deep.  She was tentative at first, but quickly took the lead.

I slid my hands around her waist and loosed her skirt.  It fell to the ground.  She had on that pair of silk panties with the French lace and I almost lost my load right then.  I scooper her up and looked around.

“The bedroom is that way” Kay pointed.

“I was looking for the couch” I said.

“I don’t want to fuck on the couch” she objected.

“Slow down Darling.  We are just going to get a little acquainted first” I declared.  I sat down on the couch with her still in my arms.  Her head was nestled in the crook of my left arm and her whole body was available to my right hand and her bottom was resting directly on my cock.

We kissed for long a time.  Lingering, sensual exploratory kisses.  The kind that make your toes curl.  Then I started on her breasts.  I unbuttoned her shirt slowly, methodically and petted her breasts through her bra.  Christ, she had marvelous melons.  I unfastened her bra and massaged her bare tits, rolling the nipples between my fingers. She arched into my hand when I palmed her breast and moaned.  

Kay’s breasts were super sensitive and I took my time learning all their secrets.  I had been dreaming about them for many years and I wanted to enjoy the moment.  I looked for every little spot that was responsive and I mapped those pleasure sites out and filed them away for later use.  

I had been kissing her the whole time I was playing with her tits, but now I broke for a moment and we both watched my hands glide up and down her legs.  I would touch her thighs and slide my fingers up toward her cooz, but then stop or only brush it lightly with the side of my hand.  I was enjoying the suspense, but Kay finally blurted.  “Touch me God damn”.

I laughed and cupped her cooz with my fingers and stroked her channel through her panties.  They were wet, soaking wet and Kay moaned and pressed tightly against me.

I slid my hand around behind her and stripped off her panties.  I also took the opportunity to toss her bra across the room.  Kay still wore her shirt, but her full nakedness, top and bottom was exposed to my hands.

I could not help but return to her breasts and squeezed and teased her nipples until I thought they would pop.  I lowered my mouth and sucked one halfway down my throat.

Her snatch was still soaking wet and without much warning I slide several fingers deep inside her and worked them against her cunt wall.  I wiggled my fingers frantically and she bucked and screamed and kicked her legs in rapture.  She was begging me to stop and begging me for more all at the same time.  

She was breathing hard and ramming her cunt up to meet my finger thrusts and continuously moaning and whimpering.  I pulled my fingers out and ran my hand up and down her ass crack and teased her butt hole.  

“Oh God No!” she moaned, but made no other protest.

He asshole was puckered and inviting and I slipped in a digit and twisted it slowly.  

“Aaahhhhhhhhhhhhhh” she came when my finger was halfway in and I pushed it all the way.  I then shoved my thumb back into her pussy and worked both finger and thumb along her membrane wall.  I could feel my thumb and finger almost touch, separated only by the thin wall of her ass channel.

Kay was shaking and moaning and pleading for me to stop teasing her and fuck her.

She came one more time and I pulled my hand out and spit out her tit.  I looked her in the eye as I slowing stroked her pussy lips, teasing them between my fingers.

“You enjoy that?” I asked.

“Holly fuck!  I did not know it could feel so good” she said.  “I have been missing out on a lot.”

“Take me in the bedroom and fuck me” Kay demanded.

“Lead the way” I answered.

I followed her down the hall.  There was a full length mirror at the end of the hall, just before her bedroom.  I could see both her front as a reflection in the mirror and her naked ass as it bounced just in front of me.  My cock was standing straight up from the view.

In her bedroom, she shed her shirt and sat on the edge of the bed naked.  She reached for my cock and stroked it with both hands.  She kissed the head and twirled her tongue around the tip, but seemed unsure of what to do next.

“Have you done this before?” I asked.

“Yes, but never enjoyed it.  It was something he made me do, forcing my mouth down over it until he came” she said.

“No big deal” I said as I pulled her up and pushed her back onto the bed.

Kay spread her legs ready to be fucked, but I pushed them even farther apart and stuck my tongue inside her.  She was wet and sweet smelled like innocence.  I heard her sigh and felt her thighs spread wider and her mound push against my mouth.

Her fingers gently stroked the back of my head as she said “you are the first one to do that.”

I worked on her for a good twenty minutes.  I was determined to make her first time memorable.  I used my fingers and my lips and my tongue and every combination thereof.  I went in the front door and the back and used every technique I knew.  Kay was panting and moaning and screaming with pleasure.  I don’t know how many times she came, but my face was flooded with her fluids.

I finally got to my feet and loomed over her.  My cock was swinging stiffly and she lay on the bed with a look of pure bliss.  Kay looked up at me lovingly, one hand playing with her pussy opening.

“Please fuck me” she begged.

I leaned over her and she grabbed my cock and guided it in.  She was soaking wet, but still tight and she felt like heaven as her cunt walls pulled me in.  She arched her mound up to meet me and take every inch that I had.  I started to stroke, but she held me there at maximum penetration, enjoying having her channel full.  I felt her cunt wall squeeze around me as she flexed her pussy.  Well, she certainly knew a few tricks.

We held there a moment, she was clinging tight. I slipped a hand up her ass check and penetrated her asshole with a half a digit.

She jerked and whispered in my ear “I would never have taken you for such a tease.  You are wonderful.  Now fuck me hard sweet heart.  Fuck me real hard.  I need to know I am a woman.”

I felt my cock swell even more and started a series of deep thrusts.  I pulled it out almost to the head and then rammed it back in. The first couple of strokes I heard Kay gasp as she lay there enjoying the sensation.  Then she joined me and pulled back on the up stroke and rammed her pussy over my cock on the alternate stroke.  

We went at it like a couple of animals.  She had already come a dozen times so she just hung on and rode my cock.  I found an angle that gave her pleasure, but did not put much presser on my rod so I settled in for a marathon ride.  I felt Kay cum a couple of times and I adjusted my thrust to go a little deeper and get a little more friction from her cunt walls.  I could feel it building and had to concentrate to hold it back.  She was so tight and so tender and so needy.

“I am going to cum” I panted.

“Go darling, go” she urged and wrapper her legs around me.

She jerked wildly when she felt the first of my sperm hit deep inside her.  

“Holly shit.  You cock is in so deep.  That feels incredible” she moaned.

She seemed to luxuriate in coxing the last of my sperm out of my cock and my dick certainly enjoyed having her cunt walls squeeze and tease out its last few drops of white goo.

“Damn! We really did it” she said as I slipped out.

“You were incredible” I said.

“If I had known it would be that good, I might have popped your cherry for you a long time ago” Kay announced laughing.

“I was more than willing” I answered.  

“I think you were” she giggled.  “Holly fuck!”

She rolled over to lay against me.  One magnificent melon sprawled across my chest.

Her hand went between my legs.  “Oh my god” it’s still hard” she exclaimed.

“I’m good to go” I said.  ‘Give it a few strokes and climb on” I said.

“Really?

“Really” I assured.

She leaned up and gave me a tender romantic kiss all the while massaging my cock back to life.  Then she threw her legs astride me, guided my cock to her pussy opening and settled in for a ride.

………………………………………………………..

A couple of hours later I was just finishing up mowing Kay’s lawn.  It wasn’t a very big yard, but the sun was hot and my shirtless torso glistened with sweat.  

We had fucked ourselves to exhaustion and had both fallen asleep.  I woke first and despite the urge to lick her still wet snatch, I left her to slumber and decided to hit the lawn.

I put the mower away in the garage and came in through the garage door.  Kay was in the kitchen and offered me a glass of fresh lemon aide.   She wore a short jean skirt and a halter top.  I had never seen her in anything so revealing.  Her braless tits stuck straight out and her nipples poked against the thin material. 

I was thinking about crossing the room and loosing myself between those marvelous cones, when she jumped up on the counter, still facing me.  Her skirt was short and I could see she was panty less.  Her golden pussy hair peaked at me, calling to me. She gave me a wanton smile and spread her legs to give me a better view.  God she had incredible legs. 

My cock was fully erect and I unzipped my shorts to let it breath and dropped them to the floor.  I was nude except for my socks and tennis shoes.

As I approached Kay she spread her legs even wider and grabbed my rod.  She gave it a few tugs and then guided it into her pussy.  

“Fuck, I love your cock” she moaned ramming her cunt over my stiffness.  She fucked liked a woman reborn.  Her tentativeness was gone.  She knew what she wanted and was not afraid to take it.  

My balls were still drained from our earlier work out, so I kept it hard a long time.  The counter was just the right height and Kay jammed her cooz right up against my cock and pumped like hell.  Her legs were locked over my shoulders and I opened her halter top for access to her wonderful breasts.    

It turned out to be a marathon fuck.  She came a number of times and I kind of went into the zone and just kept pumping. 

“Oh God, I can’t take it anymore” she finally pleaded and locked her mouth on mine.  That shifted the geometry a bit and I pumped a few more strokes at a new angle and blew off pretty quickly.  

She clung to me for a long time after I emptied into her.  

…………………………………………………………

Kay and I became constant lovers.  We cavorted all that summer, exploring numerous sex games and every position possible.  I went back to school and dated around, but we went at each other again during Christmas break and again the next two summers.  We weren’t in love, but we were friends and there was a mutual need between us.  We both knew it was temporary and just enjoyed the time we were having together.

My senior year Mr. Right walked into Kay’s life and took her and the kids to a new town for a new start.  I never saw Kay again.  She left me a note that said. “Thanks.  I will miss you.  Good luck!”
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Taken in Cancun A few days in Cancun and Rachel Kate was a new woman.  She and Steven, happily married for fifteen years, were hoping to recharge their marriage with romantic nights in an exotic setting.  Steven spent the entire trip in the bathroom suffering from a common ailment of Mexican travelers and Rachel was forced to find her romance elsewhere.  On the flight home Steven remembers little of the trip, except the inside of his hotel bath room.  Rachel, however, has vivid memories of three lovers in as many days.  Will their lives ever be the same?

Taken at the Pawn Shop Stanley Gibbs inherited a small pawn shop and was just squeaking by, when he discovered the power of the personal discount.  Pawns can get pretty expensive and some of the local women have discovered that if they pawn with Stanley, they can often skip a few payments.  Stanley is an understanding fellow and if money is tight, he is willing to make special arrangements in the backroom for his over eighteen female borrowers.

The Girl in the Short Skirt    Ashley Gibbs is a sexy young lady that loves to wear short skirts that show off her legs.  But what happens when she attracts more attention than she wants?  Ashley can’t stop thinking about the bad boy that followers her up the stairs every morning at work and the blatant way he looks up her dress.  What’s a girl to do?  Spread her legs or go shopping for a pant suit?

Taken by the Photographer (A Players Erotic Adventure.)  The beautiful and enticing Melanie Phillips has her sights set on the handsome photographer Jason Scott, but she won’t make it easy for him.  He is used to women fawning over him and raising their skirts at this smile.   If he wants Melanie, he will need to act like a man and take her.

Stripping for my Teacher Carla Wilson is a spectacular beauty, but an academic wash out.  She makes good money taking off her clothes at a local dive, but her life is headed nowhere.  One night she drops her top to find her favorite high school teacher admiring her wares.  Is he looking for a cheap thrill or is fate offering Carla a second chance?  Can the Brainiac and the cheerleader find common ground in Carla’s lovely body? 

Double or Nothing (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance is obsessed with the dark eyed little brunette that works in his office, but the busty young blond at the reception desk also has his motor running.  Lance doesn’t always play by the rules.  Can he parlay the seduction of one, into a game with three players?

MILF-Ville USA.  (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance goes to a sleepy farm and ranch town in western Nebraska to appraise some local land for irrigation partnerships.  He soon discovers that he is fresh meat for the local unfulfilled woman.  With a new eager body in his bed every night, sometimes two, will Lance make it out of town before the local cowboys discover that he has gotten into their private stash.

Protecting Linda    Vincent Carter is a grad student and his high school assistant, Linda, returned for a third year of internship all grown up and ready to play.  Linda’s mom, a luscious MILF is out to protect Linda’s virtue and offers herself as a substitute for Vincent’s carnal drives.  Vincent, being a bit of a cad, but a dedicated swordsman, decides to enjoy them both.  All he has to do is keep mother and daughter from comparing notes.

Unfinished Business   Lance Howard had the same executive assistant for ten years and not a day went by that he did not dream of ravaging her hard body, squeezing her lush round breasts and pummeling the treasure between her long toned legs. 

Tonight was her going-away party and Rennie and Lance were having a quiet drink to reminisce. Recollections quickly turned to regret and before long their bodies were making up for lost time - Trying to cram ten years of abstinence and pent up desire into a few hours of raw unrestrained carnal lust. 

Join Lance and Rennie in their journey down memory lane. Some of their shared history is strictly adult fare.

Her Husband was Away   Linda had worked for her boss for a year or more.  She was the perfect employee and their relationship was strictly professional until her husband stayed too long out of town.  Linda was a good girl, faithful and chaste.  However, she was also a woman with intense sexual hungers and daily needs.  A fortnight without was her limit so she went looking for penetration.  Her boss would never be the same.  

Blond in Need   Cheryl Rivers is a brilliant scientist with the body of a model and the sexual appetite of a porn star.  Her husband Tim is obsessed with avoiding the draft and is eating himself into oblivion, so that he can exceed the weight limit for service.   His ploy will keep him out of the Viet Nam jungle, but it is also keeping him out of Cheryl’s bed.  Vincent Carter, however, their fellow graduate student, is lean and desirable and close by and judging from the bulge in his speedo’s, packing exactly what a Cheryl needs. 

Two MILFs are Better Then One   Lance Howard had seduced all the wives in his yuppie supper club.  A year later a blizzard lands him and two of his previous conquests in close proximity.  How better to pass the time than with some intimate amusements. Lust is always an unpredictable mistress and threesomes have a way of nurturing hidden lesbian appetites.  When Lance and his two MILFs touch passions long buried they unleash desires and yearnings that can never be forgotten.     

Cash is an Aphrodisiac    Candy is dandy, liquor is quicker, but cash is the fastest of all. Jonathan Fritz is a financial analyst and he knows how to value a transaction.  His hobby is tempting good girls to be bad for a couple of hours.  Just long enough to spend some quality time with Jonathan and his private parts.  He does not waste his energy on romance or courting rituals.  That is not his strong suit.  Jonathan goes straight to a girl’s weakness, her need for cash.

The Stud Club    Ellen Freez is a strikingly beautiful brunette of thirty-six with a filthy rich husband and the lifestyle of the rich and famous.   She is traveling with her sexy, but naïve, eighteen-year-old niece who is fresh out of small town America.    Ellen wants her niece to experience a master lover, but Ellen also has needs of her own.   Fortunately, Ellen is a lifetime member of the ‘Stud Club’, a secret organization offering well-endowed lovers worldwide.

Taking the Babysitters (A Players Erotic Adventure.) Ryan and Melanie Phillips have a family vacation planned to Acapulco.  They decide to take a babysitter along so they can have some free time to play.  The Phillips have two regular sitters and when Ryan announces that one of them will be accompanying them to Mexico, they both make it clear, with their intimate charms, that they are eager to be chosen.  Unable to decide, Ryan invites both.  Is Ryan headed for trouble or paradise?  

Taken by the Tag Team Rafe is hunk of a man with a jumbo member and a fleet of sports cars, but he is tongue tied in front of women.  Freddie can’t hold a job, but is devilishly charming and gets more action than a rock star.  Rafe and Freddie formed a tag team.  Rafe fronts the money and the lifestyle and Freddie ropes in the women, paying special attention to hotties who are keen for oversized meat.  Freddie has never lived so well and Rafe has never slept so well.  What could possibly go wrong?

The Imitation Masseuse (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance is absolutely smitten by a stunning blond he sees every morning, but all attempts to meet her go astray. Desperate, Lance takes a crash course in massage techniques and then shows up at the girl’s door, massage table and accompanying oils in hand, pretending that she is the winner of a free therapeutic massage.   Will she let him through the door?   If she does, will Lance get to rub more than her back?

Taking the French Planter’s Grand Daughter    War is a poor place for romance, but sometimes love is where you find it.  When Daniel Porter burst through the doors of the old French plantation house he was expecting a squad of VC, not a frightened girl.  Battle weary and no longer the man who left Iowa eight months before, can the carnal charms of the enemy save his soul?  (A collaboration of Johnson Stiff and Rex Torrid.)

The above stories are either in print or coming soon.   Please check with amazon.com for availability.
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